RUSSIAN CULTURE

His last writings are full of that fatalistic sense of hopelessness. Yet
again the human desire to fight no matter how hopeless the situation
is, could be seen as a thin streak of light running through this dark
abyss of despair. Russian people are devout people $ when in hopeless
despair they always turn to religion 5 and their writers are no excep-
tion. When they realized that everything they did was of no avail
their souls turned to the unseen and they finished their writings on
a note of religious farewell which often ended in a religious mysti-
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cism or mania.

The final expression of the mood of the Prussian people was given
in their beautiful poetry. Here more than anywhere else the poet
finds an outlet for all the things he feels. All the time the poet is
essentially Russian,, whether he sings of his childhood when he grew
up among trees, flowers, and butterflies, which have given him such
delight, or whether he dances exuberantly to the playful tunes of
folk-lore $ and he expresses all this in the melodious and sonorous
Russian tongue that is like music in itself. This kind of Russian
poetry is boisterous: it expresses in buoyant exaggeration all the
trivial things for the mere pleasure of hearing the sound of the
Russian words, their lilt, their melody, their harmonies, and their
resonance. Russian poetry is improvisation, it is a faculty of the most
mystically expressed, fleeting, ethereal emotions. Deep harmony of
music and verse wander down together in aimless sway, while the
poet praises the things he so much cherishes. We can almost sing
together with Balmont :

/ came into the world to see the sun and blue horizons,

I came to see the sun and mountain heights,,

The sea and rich colours of the vale.

I have embraced the worlds in one single glance,

1 am a sovereign. I have conquered cold oblivion

Infashioning my dream. Every moment I am full of revelation.

I am ever singing. It was suffering that called forth my dream,

But love too is mine.

Who is my fellow in power of song? Not one, not one.

I came into the world to see the sun,

And if daylight fail I will sing,

I will sing of the sun in my mortal hour.

Poetry however could not remain boisterous if it was to express
the sorrow as well of the Russian people. It is also full of passion and
hate. A desire of self-destruction. An art that one feels has been care-
fully chosen with a singleness of aim. Its manner is one of cold
dignity and reserve. It h<*s no time for frivolous display of emotion
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